Miſcellaneous Poem, 


Inferided to the. 


RIOT HONOURABLE 


T 


* 


4 Farl of OXFORD, 


Lord High Tre aſurer of 
Great Britai A; Oc: 


G 
* 


1 * . " , 
Ae tres oe et ol * - n — n 


„ — N — * —— —— 


» 


May never He, by whom the Muſe is Scorn'd, 
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Miſcellan 
XFORD, to You, my Secret Muſe inclines, 
() Unmov d by craving Intereſt, or Deſigns ;” 
Nox, leſſening Flattery, ſhall my Pen employ, 
Which, with falſe Gloſs, true Merit wou'd deſtroy: 
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As Paint, on youthful Faces, prints Decay, ' 


And takes the Luſtre, of Fifteen away 
To Government, or Popular Eſſays, * 
No State-Contentions, fhall my Numbers raiſe; 
Nor, ſhall ſuperfluous Wiſnes croud my Page, 
Whilſt You poſſeſs what · e er they cou'd engage; 
Leiſure excepted, which we muſt not name, | 
Leſt with that granted Wiſh, our Ruin came. 


In Leiſure's Void, cou'd to themſelves create 
Supplies, to all the Indigence of Fare; ; 
Diffuſing thence, whilſt Incenſe might not riſe 
Such Clouds of Satyr, as obſcur'd the Skies: 
For {till the Nine, their Female Paſlions wear, 
And, if neglected, no Revenge forbear. 

They, now again, fublimer Aims purſue, 

And hope their Labours may aſcend to Lou, 
Who Cenſuring, or Applauding, what is writ, 
Shall, with our Politicks, reform our Wit; 


Tho' {lighted Poets, when depreſs'd of late, | 


When Bright, Informing, Generous, or Refin'd, 
By Sympathy of Soul, ſupreamly kind: 


Proving to ev'ry motion of the Mind, 


© 
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04) 
Yet, ſtill, in all Productions of the Pen, 
Diſtinguiſh by the Value, not-the Men, | 
To Excellence, Prolifick Smiles extend, 
Till in out-vying Wit, all Factions end; 
Pleas'd and Amus'd, they leſs miſchievous grew, 
As well-ſway'd Name, and prudent Athens het : 
Reform our Writing, then, with ſtrict Survey, 
And to Parnaſſus clear th incumber d Way. 
Give Panegyricb, which loud FAuE diſplays, 
When il|-perform'd, no Title to the Bays; 
But let, 11 weak "ua Flame, the noiſie St yle 
Upon the raſh Diſcharger back recoil; 
Had ſome of ours 1 Alexander's Time, 
He'd ſhun d the Battle, to have ſcap'd che'Rliynie 
We wrong the Hero, whom we ſhow'd commend, 
If Art, and Nature, do not both attend. 
Th loſinudtion of a well-bred Praiſe, p 
In caſie Words, the ſtrongeſt Senſe 1 c 
As gentle -Dews, the talleſt Cedars raiſe. d 
Thus Waller's Complements were ſtill preferr'd, 
With Pleaſure felt, with Admiration heard : 
Thus Boileau's ſoothing Pen Delight inſpir'd, 
When Grand Monarque had ſatiated and tir'd. 
Elaborate Verſe, in Elegy, miſpent, 
Which loads the Mind, when Grief demands a Vent, 
And offers to the Eye, oppreſs'd with Tears, 
More ſplendid Heraldry, than Garter wears: 
Or does, with ſanguine Victories, intrude, 
When the Subduers are, by Death, ſubdu'd, 
Shou'd be Condemn'd; the melancholy Hearſe 
Requires the melting, not the glaring Verſe. 
No ſtrain'd Expreſſions, foreign to the Heart, 


Shou'd weeping Friends from EG divert. 


Our 


Our Nuptial Songs may bear as much Dif ute, 
Which check the Bloſſom, to advance the Þ ruit; 
And e' er the Bride (of conquering Beauty proud) 
Her only time of Triumph 1s allow'd; 
Or the fond Youth, entitled to her Charms, 
Has yet enclos'd the Purchaſe in his . 
Anticipating Wiſhes urge the Tax, 
With Nurſing Her and Him, with Portions vex: 
Then hurrying on, with more unkind Preſage, 
Tranlmit them o'er to Venerable Age. 
Not thus, Anacreon, wou'd have hail'd the Day, 
But ſcattering Mirth and Roſes in the Way, 
Had made the preſent Hour poetically Gay. 

To Odes, when Horace juſtly we Tranſlate, 
Or well purlue, Indulge the kindeſt Fate ; 
Yet rather give our Engliſh Bard the Crown, 
Who rais'd a Man, 2 drew an Angel down 
For not Timotheus, or Cecilia's Hand, 
But Dryden's Verſe, that Magick does Command 
By whoſe ſtrong Influence, Ammon's Son ſubmits , 
His haughty Soul, his Paſſions, and his Waits, 
And is all Farth, all Extaſie by fits. d 
The ſwift Tranſitions agitate the Heart, 
And Senſe, not Sound, proves the ſucceſsful Art: 
Then let not Opera too far prevail, 
(Or on the part of Sound, depreſs the Scale) 
To which the Audience now, ſuch Slaves are made; 
Tho' Shakeſpear W rote, and Moon and Lac y Play'd, 
They ſtill wou'd chule th' irrational Deli = 
To hear they know not what, each loitering Night. 

Love, that ſo often celebrated Fire, 
Which to reſiſtleſs Utterance does aſpire ; 
Pathetick, tender, paſlionately ſtrong, 
Bold as Deſire, jk pg the Turtle's Song ; 
Jealous, repining, various as the Sea, | 
Now threat' wy high, now groveling on the Knee, 

Wich 


122 BETS D | 
With all th'extatick Turns that can be try'd, 
Whilſt Men have Frailty, glorious Women, Pride, 
Be then approv'd ; when the becoming Dreſs 
Of ſuited Verſe; the differing Kinds expreſs : © 
When Donn'sor Cowley's Thoughts ſome Muſe inſpire 
To give correcter Numbers to their FireQ. 
What Suckling writes, the Gentleman diſplays, 
And gay Ideas gives of former Days: 
Derives the Poets, and the Pleaſures paſt, 
And unconſtrain'd, like him, his Wit we taſte. 
And whilſt we there no Intricaſies find, 
„ TI tell thee, Dzck, revives th'inliven'd Mind. 
Let then familiar Lines of haſty Birth, 
Produc'd by Accidents of Wine or Mirth, 
Uncenſur'd paſs; nor Pedants there pretend 
Jo find thole Faults which they want Wit to mend. 
To ſhadowing Fable ſome allowance give, © 
The Red-breaft is a Tale ſhould always live: 
But open let the Allegory be, 
We like the Shade, whence we the Sun-ſhine ſee. 
If Paſtoral, and the eaſie Verſe that reigns 
On fleecy Downs, and imitates the Swains, 
Be natural and free, no more cenfin'd 
Than flowry Wreaths, which twiſts of Verdure bind, 
If Coridon, all Artleſs, tells the Love, 
Which Courts and Cities pall, whilſt they improve, 
And Philis with a Bluſh to Crouds unknown, 
Early and equally, th' Impreſſion own, 
If to the Fancy it affords Delight, 
As when the chearing Landskip meets the Sight, 
Reminds the Heart of ſome peculiar Sade, 
Where pleaſing Thoughts did ſecretly invade, 
To ciel'd Alcoves, Tranſports, refreſhing Springs, 
And Rural Paſtimes to the Cloſet brings, 
Of Primier-Miniſtre, relax the Air; 97 
Io ſhrubby Plains, when Virgil did repair, £ 
His Song cou'd make them worth a Conſul's Care. 
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Satyr (which on out Rives we all deteſt) | 
Shou'd be diſcourag d, howſoe er expreſt; 
Tho general be the Stroke, yet rail Sight 
Will guide the Weapon, "lt it Pterces right : 
Readers and Laughers, to the Snare betray d, 
Are Partners in the Guilt, unheeding made. 
Then let no Verſe, of that IIl- natur d ſort, 
Deſtroy both Soul and Fame, in lawleſs Sport. 

In great Deſcriptions, if the Scene oy clear, 
And ev'ry Image in due Place ap 
Though Hills on Hills are by the. we hurPd, 
Treating the Conſumation of the World; 
Though unſupported Thunders loudly fall, 
And to the Center cleave th abandon d Ball ; 
Or the encroachiag Sea be held no more 
By that Decree, which bound it with a Shore, 
Whilſt into Chaos ev ery thing revolves, - 
The Heav'ns are vaniſh'd, and the Earth diſſolves; 
If the Confuſion does not taint the Style, 
Nor crouded Metaphors the Senſe embroil, 
If obvious ſtill, though dreadfully ſublime, 
And when to ceaſe He notes the proper Time, 
Reward Him withth' Applauſe which ſuits the height 
Of ſuch a rapid, yet retarded, Fhght. 

But ſhou'd, at length, ſome happy Genius riſe, 
Directing all its Ardavs to the Skies ; 
As Milton skill'd, who to our Sight affords _ 
Cherubick Forms, condens'd by ſolid Words; 
As Milton, natural, when his Lines declare 
Th'Endearments of the new-created Pair: 
Who Paradice above, as his below, 
Cou'd to tattracted Mind inviting ſhow. 
Convincing, Powerful, the Celeſtial F lame, 
Conducting to the Regions whence it came; 
Steering our Courſe, now, with a gentle Gale, 


As when our lofteſt Sighs on Heaven prevail. 
Then 
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„„ 
Then, with a ſtronger Emphaſis, maintain'd, 
As when lov'd Patriarchs ſome Purpoſe gain'd, 
Or, to be Bleſs'd, Omnipotence conſtrain d, 
For all Diſtinction may that Poet plead, 
Who Man to his Original cou'd lead ; 

Or lift him to the view of endleſs Joys, 
Which, with one Glance, all meaner Hopes deſtroys. 
The General, thus, of the {elected Band, 
Brought to the Confines of the Promis d Land, 
| Muſt to no Portion there, admitted be, 
Or Libanus, that goodly Mountain, ee ; 
Piſga, a fairer Proſpect ſhell beſtow, 
Where Heaven reveal'd, Eclipſes all below: 
Though Canaan thence, like beauteous Eden, lay, 
Purſu'd through Forty Y ears of toilſome Way; 
Tho” he to every Tribe their Lot aſſigns, 
The Coalt, the Paſture, and the glad'ning Vines ;* 
Of foreſeen Plagues, and Promiſes, does ſing, 
Their Prophet, Poet, in Feſhuron, King; 
Yet, raiſing now his unobſtructed Sight, 
His own Reward he ſees tranſcendent bright. 
Then eaſily does fading Pomp reſign, | 


\ >" 


Impatient for the Land, where he may ſhine 
Without a Veil, and be all o'er Divine. 

| Let then URANIA teach us to aſcend, 

And, with Your Aid, degenerate Writers mend: 
Nor grudge the Moments borrow:d to peruſe 
This Admonition, from a ſerious Muſe ; 

Who cou'd have lengthen'd ev'ry hinted Theme, 
Had more than Recommending, been the Aim: 
Which, as the Dawn, may uſher in the Day, 
Though trembling be the firſt appearing Ray, 
As is the Hand, whence this Incitement came, 
Yet wilely cautious of the Author's Name, 
Which ſafe, in deep Obſcurity, ſhall lye, 

As Tempe low, Yours, as Olympus, high 
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